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Justice hath to the sword of your edg'd eyes                   5

His equal balance join'd; his sage head lies

In Love's soft lap, which must be just and wise.

Hark how the stern Law breathes
Forth amorous sighs, and now prepares
No fetters but of silken wreaths                               10

And braided hairs;
His dreadful rods and axes are exil'd,
Whilst he sits crown1 d with roses: Love hath fil'd
His native roughness; Justice is grown mild.

The Golden Age returns!                                   15

Love's bow and quiver useless lie,
His shaft, his brand, nor wounds nor burns,

And cruelty

Is sunk to hell; the fair shall all be kind;
Who loves shall be belov'd, the froward mind               20

To a deformed shape shall be confm'd.

Astrsea hath possessed
An earthly seat, and now remains
In Finch's heart, but Wentworth's breast

That guest contains;                                          25

With her she dwells, yet hath not left the skies,
Nor lost her sphere: for, new-enthron'd, she cries,
I know no Heaven but fair Wentworth's eyes!

TO A. D. UNREASONABLE DISTRUSTFUL
OF HER OWN BEAUTY

FAIR Doris, break thy glass, it hath perplex'd

With a dark comment Beauty's clearest text ;

It hath not told thy face's story true,

But brought false copies to thy jealous view.

No colour, feature, lovely air or grace,                              5

That ever yet adorn'd a beauteous face,

But thou mayst read in thine; or justly doubt

Thy glass hath been suborn'd to leave it out.

But 3 it offer to thy nice survey

A spot, a stain, a blemish, or decay,                                ro

It not belongs to thee; the treacherous light